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	Darling Gaster x Reader

_**introduction**_

Tripping and falling from the cursed Mt. Ebott was truly a curse for many, especially if unintentionally. Like [Y/N], who was on a field trip to search the land and got lost. Though waking up on a pile of dead flowers and meeting someone that would change your whole life wasn't the worst thing that could have happened to you.

Quite the contrary, it was the best.

｟ • • • ｠

"Hello? Are you alright?" a voice asked from afar. Though as they got closer towards [Y/N]'s location, their what seemed to be mumbles became words. "Oh! You're hurt..." Opening one eye, you looked at the person who seemed awfully concerned for someone they didn't even know. _He _as you noticed, wore an unbuttoned white lab coat that draped just below his knees (a long-sleeved black silk button-up shirt inside), white pants and ebony dress shoes. Needless to say, he was certainly the debonair type.

Yet, as you looked up to his face his clothes lead astray to his quite naive face. Although chiseled marvelously, the man had bags underneath his eyes. Black hair and sapphire blue, deer-in-the-headlights shaped eyes.

"I-I-I f-fell..." You said, stuttering as usual. Somehow, you stuttered even more in front of this person. Embarrassed, you flushed with red and looked away. The man probably thought you were some absent-minded freak, relinquishing any hope at finding your way back home.

His expression softened, however. It was not the expression you thought would come about from your utter awkwardness. It was gentle, and kind. "I can see that," he said softly. "I must say, I'm surprised you don't have any major wounds. That was quite the fall..." The man looked up towards the opening of the mountain, then back to you. "Although still, you _are _injured and may not make it far with such present. I can help you, but not in this place. I would not have the supplies needed to treat you here."

You listened to his words in silence.

"My lab, however, does. I can take you there. It isn't too far from here." His smile was meek, until a few moments where it suddenly dropped. "U-Unless you don't want to, of c-course. I will not force you to come if you do not want to." The stutter in his voice was like yours, but it was fast and you barely noticed, though it was sure he had a stuttering issue like you did. But it seemed he practiced to make it more indistinct. You wondered if this was true.

You were always more of the thinker than the speaker, so when you spoke...it didn't come out quite right. You nodded and then said; "H-Help m-me," which sounded just like the words, a cry for help. But he understood what you meant.

On your way out of this stone area, he said you were the first human to ever fall down from Mt. Ebott. Though this made you wonder, how human he looked unlike his monster species.  
>Maybe he was never meant to look that human. Maybe he was an outcast, like you.<br>Or maybe none at all.

｟ • • • ｠

Years passed. You were older now, and old _enough _to help Gaster—who you much earlier figured out was the man's preferred name you had met so long ago–with his scientific experiments. He used to tell you that you had to be a certain age to do them, because otherwise it wouldn't be safe.

But even now, he was as protective of you as he was then. Helping him with his scientific experiments was actually just handing him things and writing down the progress of his inventions. You couldn't believe him, letting you spend your childhood dreaming of the day you be like him, the Royal Scientist of the Underground and basically worshiping the day you would be able to. You marked all your calendars, practiced until perfection, and even had your own lab coat of your chosen colour, [cl/r.]

Yet it was all bogus. He didn't allow you to help him because he didn't trust you. And never would—he probably thought you were the emotional cry baby from your childhood outbursts and was overly-reluctant to allow you to participate. Or...it was the fact he didn't want your help.

Both of them were bad thoughts as it was. You pushed them aside and just moved onto your next goal: "Making Gaster Let You Do Experiments With Him". So far, it was unsuccessful.

And another thing that bothered you: _he didn't age. _You had come to that conclusion after years and years passing and still not a single wrinkle. He was twenty maximum when he found you, so he couldn't be that old, though you had to admit: he looked the same as he did then. And it didn't make sense.

You asked him one day, of which he replied with a mumble and went back to working on his project.

Gaster was a great monster and all, but he really didn't pay attention to you as you got older. Because as you did, the _only thing he actually focused on _was his project. The dammed project he had been working on since the day he found you.

The name? Timelines. The machine? Timelines. Everything was about timelines.

It was as if he was obsessed with the project, which bluntly wasn't too far off from the reality of the situation. All he cared about was the project. There were times where you found him passed out in his workshop, utterly exhausted from working 24/7. He wouldn't eat, sleep, or in general take care of himself. You had to take care of _him._

It was like he was preparing for something. Something that was so important that he had to make this machine, or _whatever it was. _Gaster never told you the actual premise of it, just that it was a timeline machine. "Timeline what?" you'd say playfully, though he'd just continue working.

Because he feared the other monsters would harm you, when Gaster's fellow scientist joined him in his project, you had to hide away in your room for days and days. It was hell, having to watch them from afar while you became a hermit in your own little world. And he didn't blink an eye.

One day, however, you introduced yourself to his friend whilst Gaster was distracted. His name was Sans, and he was the funniest person alive. To you, at least. You two got along well. To the point of you deciding to finally get out of the house for the first time in forever, to meet his brother and other friends of which he invited you to do. Your world was slowly becoming bigger than what you thought it could ever be.

Perhaps the world was much more beautiful than what you thought it was.

On the day you did so—sneaking out—your friend, W.D. Gaster, had disappeared from existence. Apparently, he decided to initiate the machine and it went horribly wrong.

With his disappearance, it brought an Angel & a Demon to existence. On the note, from that on, it said "the current timeline resides: 002. With the Angel & Demon concurrent, one will fight to take control based on the actions of the paramount. Whichever wins will decide the fate of us, and the other timelines" and that's it. You never truly understood what it meant, as you weren't even alive when the Angel & Demon fell to the Underground. Though that's another story.

You spent years trapped in the same lab, forever regretting the day you did something that made a wonderful person come to such a terrible fate. If only you had been there to stop him, if you had knew...maybe you would be with Gaster now.

Then one day, when you were age [age], you unlocked the machine's START button by putting in the _finally right _passcode, and shut the door once you were in. You were lead to another area, where you had to pull a certain lever. You chose the _right _lever, and fell to a dark abyss. The machine erased you from current existence, just as it did Gaster.

Though you weren't dead, no. You two were stuck in a daringly different timeline—a timeline opposed to all the others. A timeline where you were in the 002 timeline, though no one could see you. You were ghosts.

And another thing: Gaster was a completely different being. He could not speak in the language you spoke, as he spoke in a much different transcript. "In hands" as you'd say. And not to mention, his body was of a skeleton and his eyes of none. A black cloak he wore which replaced his lab coat, and gloves to cover his no longer hands.

You loved him all the same.

Together you two lived. And that was as happy as it could be, knowing you two would never be able to go back to the real timeline. As long as you were together, you two would be just fine.

｟ • • • ｠

"I love you, Darling."


End file.
